And, now our wandering hours were done,
\Ve cantered to the shore* and knew
The reason of the trembling trees:
Round every branch the song-birds flew.
Or duns thereon like swarming bees;
While round the shore a million stood
Like drops of frozen rainbow light,
And pondered in a soft vain mood
Upon their shadows in the tide,
And told the purple cfeeps their pride,
And murmured snatches of delight;
And on the shores were many beats
With bending sterns and bending bows,
And carven figures on their prows
Of bitterns, and fish-eating stoats,
And swans with their exultant throats:
And where the wood and waters meet
We tied the horse in a leafy clump.
And Niamh blew three merry notes
Out of a little silver trump;
And then an answering whispering fiew
Over the bare and woody land,
A whisper of impetuous feet,
And ever nearer, nearer grew;
And from the woods rushed out a band
Of men and ladies, hand in hand,
And singing, singing all together;
Their brows were white as fragrant milk.
Their cloaks made out of yellow silk,
And trimmed with many a crimson feather;
And when they saw the cloak I wore
\Vas dim with rnire of a mortal shore,
They fingered it and gazed on me
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